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and then a glance at Emily. She sat very erect, her eyes
fixed on her hands, which were folded in her lap. Once
she lifted them, and they met Claude's.

At Robertsbridge they changed trains, and Claude did
not afterwards fall back into his lethargy : little pricks of
misery stabbed his heart, like the blood returning to a
frozen limb. He felt sick at the thought of what he was
doing. He realized that at last he had succumbed to that
which he had been struggling both for and against for the
last two years. As the little motor-train screamed through
the hop-gardens, he was thrilled by occasional bursts of
joy as he looked at Emily, this time beside him ; but they
were as rare as the sun-rays that once or twice painted the
train's shadow among the bines.

The journey to Robertsbridge had still savoured of
former things : only one of them might have left the train
at the junction; but now they were both on the light
railway, there could be but one destination for them both.
The jolt and whirr of the machinery as usual made their
song. This time it was a verse from Oscar Wilde's Ballad
of Reading Gaol, which he had read some six months
before at Widow's Farm. The wheels hummed it as
they jogged over the Rother Marshes, past the marsh
farms with their black oasts, Emily's hand touching his
on the seat:

" For all men kiU the thing they love,

By all let this be heard;
Some do it with a bitter look,

Some with a flattering word.
The coward does it with a kiss,

The brave man with a sword/*

"The coward does it with a kiss.'- There was his
indictment, ground out on the wheels that were bearing
him to his fate. He need never try to excuse himself by
saying that Emily had of her free will offered to come with
Mm. He had killed her with a kiss three weeks ago, and
it was only her dead body that he took with him that
day. She had come because the dead can be carried